our two tables, carrying the tourists direct from the sta-
tion to the gambling casino on the hilltop.

We sat at just such little tables in Ospedaletti and San
Remo, where only the gleaming, sunlit rails ran between
our table and the blue Mediterranean; here the Riviera
Express, jammed with pleasure-seeking tourists, stopped
only for a moment, as it were to catch its breath, and then
rushed on in its haste to reach the roulette tables, cham-
pagne bottles, oysters, and aging but still acceptable ex-
Parisian cocottes on the French seashore.

We sat a great deal on a bench at the French-Italian
frontier station of Ventimiglia, where a crowd of people
would jump off each train during the stop of a minute or
two, and then clamber back aboard, each with a big
bunch of carnations, particularly around Christmas. One
of these bunches cost a few cents, and contained a hun-
dred lovely carnations. That had been the specialty of this
particular station ever since there had been any railroad
there.

The only similar rush we watched was near Karlsbad,
at Pilsen, where white-coated boys dashed around with
"genuine" Pilsner beer in glasses. There was more beer
drunk here in two minutes than at any restaurant in an

hour.

We often sat on the Karlsbad platform toward evening,
for the Ostend Express left from right near our bench
after the superb pigskin luggage of rich English people
had been piled aboard and pompous old French waiters
had expertly set flower-decked tables in the dining-car.

To give a few more irresponsible statistics, I think
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